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SPRING MEDICINE MILLERS’ FOUNDRY AND MACHINE WORKS,ІП Then, ан a new though occurred t,< 
she caught her breath. “ Claire’s lover ? 
named Percy ; oau It be the same? W 
did not this occur to me suuujr? 
did I not ask for his first name, ami 
description of ImP If this man a 
Edward Percy should be one and ih 
same! Pehaw 1 the name is not an un 
common one, and It may be only a coin
cidence. But your face is a bad one, 
Edward Percy, and I shall know it when 
I see it again. ”

The sun was not high In the heaven 
ere Madeline was astir, for her natur* 
was such that strong excitement render
ed rest impossible. Moving impatiently 
about the grounds, she saw a familiar 
form approaching through the shrub
bery, and hastened to meet it.

The black visage of Henry beamed 
with satisfaction as he made a hurried 
obeisance and plaqed in her hand a let
ter, saying:

‘‘Master was preparing for a two day's 
journey when this letter came. He * hrow 
it into his desk, and bade me lock it, 
and bring him the key. His back was 
turned, and I took the letter before I 
locked the desk. It was a long one, and 
from her; I thought you might waut to 
see it.”

“Right, Henry,” said the girl, quietly 
as she opened the letter. “You will wait 
for it?”

“ Yes, miss; it must not be missing 
when he comes. ’ '

“Certainly not.”
She returned to the letter, and this is 

what she read :

JOHN ARTHUR’S WARD; RITCHIE WHARF, CHATHAM- N. B.

Successors to Gillespie Foundry.
Established 1852.
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IS WHAT YOU NEED NOW, AND 

Street's Compound Syrup of Sarss- 
parilla With Iodide of Poteeelum 

1» the beet.

TRY A BOTTLE, AND BE CONVINCED.

OB THE DETECTIVE’S DAUGHTER.
BY THE AUTHOR OP

; "A Woman’s Crime,” "The Missing Diamond,” 
Etc-, Etc- FOR COUGHS

Mill, Railway, and Machine Work. Marine Engines, Boiler repairing 
Our Brass and Composition Castings are worthy a trial, being 

noted throughout, the country. 6
All work personally supervised. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Send for estimates before ordering ebewhere.
Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe, etc. in stock and to order.

AND COLDS
use Street’s White Pine Expector
ant.one wnose lore dream has passed away 

and loet iteelf In sorrow; and he looks, 
full of strength and hope, straight Into 
the future.”

A - they sat together waiting, there was 
stUl mat same contrast, which you felt, 
ratlx-r than saw, between these two. 
They viUht have posed as the models of 
Reelgnaxton and Unrest

The loof oV nattent waiting was live 
years old upon i -e face of Olive Glraid. 
Five years age . had been so happy—a 
bride, beautiful .an- beloved. Beautiful 
she was still—with tov beauty of shadow ; 
beloved too, bnt how sadly I Philip Gir
ard bad been convicted of a great crime, 
and for five long years had worn a felon’s 
garb, and borne the anguish of one set 
apart from all the world.

The band that bad darkened the life of 
Olive Ginud, and the hand that bad 
turned the young days of the girl Made
line Into a harden, was one and the same.

Afterwards Madeline listened to the 
pathetic history of Olive’s sorrow.

Sitting In that greatf lounging chair, 
Madeline looked very fair, very childlike. 
Sadly sweet were her large, deep eyes, 
and her hair, shorn while

CHAPTER IX.—GONE.
Hours that seemed days; days that 

‘ years ; weeks that seemed cen
turies; yet they all passed, and Madeline 
Payne scarce knew, when they were actu
ally gone, that they were not all a

A sure cure. Price 25 cts.
We have the farmers’ favorite in 

Condition Powders. Large pack
age 25ets.

JAS G. MILLER. V

Life, after that first yielding of heart 
and brain, bad been a delirium ; theq-a 
conscious torture of mind and body ; next 
a burden almost too great to bear; and 
then a dreamy lethargy. Heaven be 
indeed for such moods; they are saviours 
of life and reason in crises such as this 
through which the stricken girl was pass
ing.

Madness had wrought upon her, and 
her tarings had revealed some otherwise 
dark places and blanks In her history to 
her guardian and nurses. Pain had tor
tured her. Death wrestled with her, and 
then, because he could Inspire her with 
no fear of him, because she mocked at 
his terrors and wooed him, fled away.

In his place came Life, to whom she 
gave no welcoming smile. But gllfe 
stayed, for Life Is as regardless of our 
wishes as Is Death.

Forms had hovered about her; kindly 
voices, sweet voices, had murmured at 
her bedside. Aï times, an angel had held 
the coding draught to her thirsty lips.
At Ifmt these dream, creatures resolved 
themselves into realities;

Doctor Vaughan, who had ministered 
to her with the solicitude of a brother, 
the gentleness of a woman, and.the good
ness of an angel.

Olive Girard, who, leaving all other 
earns, was ever at her bedside, and who 
came to that place at a sacrifice of feel
ing, after a wrestling with pride, bring
ing a bitterness of memory, and a pa
ttens courage of bears, that the girl 
not then realise.

Henry, too, black of skin, warm of 
heart; who waited in the outer court, ' 

ed to allow himself full and free 
respiration only when the 'girl was pro
nounced out of danger.

Out of danger 1 What a misapplication 
of words 1

From the scene of conflict, at the last 
flutter of Death’s gloomy mantle, cornea 
the man of medicine; watch in hand, 
boots a tip-toe, face grave but triumph
ant. His voice bids a subdued farewell to 
the eombe
death-bed, coming up just a note higher 
In the scale of solemnities, as it an
nounces to the eager, trembling, waiting 
ones,

“The danger is past!”
“Death, the calm, the restful, the never 

^ Weary; Death, the friend of long suffer- 
tog, and world-weariness and despair;
Death, the rescuer, the sometime com
forter—has gone away with empty, arms 
and reluctant tread, and—Life, flushed, 
triumphant, seises his rescued subject 
and flings her out Into the sea of human 

• lives, perchance to alight upon some tiny 
green Islet, or, likelier yet, to buffet, 
about among black waters, or encounter 
winds and storms, upheld only by a half- 
wreecked raft or floated by a scarce-sup
porting spar.

And she Is out of danger !
Hedged around about by sorrow, assail

ed by temptation, overshadowed by sin.
And, “the danger is over !”

Buffeted by the waves of adversity ; 
longing for things out of reach ; running 
after Ignis fatul wlth eager, out-stretched 
hands, and careless, hurrying feet, 
among pitfalls and snares. And, out of 
danger!

Open your eyes, Madeline Payne ; lift 
np your voice in thanksgiving ; you have 
come back to the world. Back where the 
sun shines and the dew falls ; where the 
flowers are shedding their perfume and 
song birds are making glad music; whe* 
men make merry and women err.So; 
where gold abases iteelf into oal*~ and 
fame wreathes crowns for fai* *"u noble 
brows ; where beauty orowr- valor and 
valor kisses the lips of > .auty. And 
where the rivers sparkle ,o the sunlight, 
and. sometimes, yield up from their em
brace cold, dripping, dead things, that 
yet bear the semblance of your kind—all 
that Is left of beings that were onoe like 
you!

Out of danger !
Where want, and poverty, and—God 

help us !—vice, hide their heads in dim 
alleys and under smoky garret roofs.
Where beaten mothers and starving 
children dare hardly aspire to the pure 
air and stfnllgnt, the whole world for 
them being enshrined in a crust of bread.
Where thieves mount upwards on ladders 
beaten from pilfered gold, and command 
cities and sway nations. Where wanton- 
пеяз laughs and thrives In gilded cages, 
and starves and dies in moldy cellars.

Out of danger!
Madeline, the place that was almost 

yours, In the land of the unknowable, is 
given to another. The waters of death 
have cist you back upon the shores of 
the living. You are “out of danger!”

Wiiat was to become of Madeline, now 
that they had brought her back to life?
T-iii was a question which occurred to 
the two who so kindly interested them
selves in the fato of the unknown and 
headstrong girl.

While they planned a little, as was 
on?y na’ural, yet they knew from what 
they had seen of their charge that, de
cide for her how they would, only so far 
as that decision corresponded with her 
own inclinations would she abide by it.
Ho they left Madeline’s future for Made
line to decide, and found occupation for 
their k n(illness in ministering to her 
needs of,‘the present 

Once during her illness, and just as 
the light of reason had returned to the 
lovely hazel eyes, Lucian Davlin came 
But he found the door of the sick cham
ber closely shut and closely guarded. The 
slightest shock to her nerves would be 
fatal now—they told him. 
having done the proper thing, as he 
termed it, and not being in any way 
fond of the sight of pain and pallor, 
yielded with a graceful simulation of re- 

* luctance. Having been assured that,
with careful nursing, there was nothing 

/to fear, he deposited a cheque on hie 
bankers in the hands of her attendants, 
and went away contentedly, smiling 
under hie mustache at the novelty of 
being turned away from his own door.

He went back to Bel lair, to Cora, and 
to the web they were weaving, little 
dreaming whose bands would take up 
the thread and continue and complete 
what they bad thus begun.

And now the day has come for Made
line to leave the shelter that she hates.
Pale and weak, she sits In the great easy 
chair that had served as a barrier be
tween herself and her enemy, and con
verses with Olive Girard while they 
await the arrival of Clarence Vaughan,
Vho is to take them from the place so 
distasteful to all three.

It had been settled that, for the 
present, Madeline will be the guest of 
Olive. What will come after health and 
strength are fully restored, they have 
not discussed much. Olive Girard and 
Doctor Vaughan had agreed that all 
thoughts of the future must bring a grief 
and care with them, and the mind of the 
invalid was in no condition for painful 
thought and study. Bo Olive has been 
careful to avoid all topics that might 

' bring her troubles too vividly to mind 
But, partly to divert Madeline’s mind 

from her own woes, partly to enable the 
unfortunate girl to feel less a stranger 
among them, she has talked to her of 
Doctor Vaughan, of her sister, and at 

4ast of herself.
And Madeline has listened to her de

scription of merry, lovely Claire Keith, 
and wondered what she could have in 
common with this buoyant, care-free 
girl, who was evidently her sister’s idol 
Yet she found herself thinking often of 
Olive’s beautiful sister. Once, in the 
absence of Olivet she had said to Doctor 
Vaughan :

“Mrs. Girard has told me of her sister; . ,
Is she very lovely? And do you knew- fe88lon then* 7°u small highwayman ; 
her well?” how do you like my terms?”

“Sba Is Ter, fair, and sweet, and Rood. flushing nnd laughing.
You will love Her when you know Ur. U,e pro.pr,e'7 ,
end I think you will be friends.” som° day' and

BU had not needed this; the tell-tale bn'^” * “““ aomolhln8 “ÜW.
iV.Tflr^".^^! “But,” mimloked Madeline, wilh half- 

yo?n£PI££ P“whatwill ym, give
Wugl TovetL goera?” УОаі ЄтЬятИЙШ'”'!' ”'ld

“Toucan’,” emphatically.
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The subscriber begs to 
the genet si public that he has 
self in the business of a general
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Oakley, October 11.
Lucian, Mon Brave:

I am In a fine predicament—have made 
a startling discovery. Mr. A— has been 
•lek, and the mischief is to pay; and hie 
sickness has brought some ugly facts to 
light

The old man is not the sole proprietor 
of the Oakley wealth. That girl who ran 
away so mysteriously, and has never 
been heard of, will inherit at his death. 
He can bequeath hie widow nothing. 
Oh, to know where that girl Is 1 If she 
is alive, my work is useless, my time Is 
wasted. I think the old man must 
have driven her to desperation, for he 
raved in his delirium of her and her 
words at parting. They must have been

#

TERMS ONE DOLLAR A YEAR PA /ABLE IN ADVANCE.
D. QSMITH. EDITOR & PROPRIETOR

Л

\the fever
raged, clustered In soft, tiny rings about 
her slender, snowy neck and blue-veined 
temples. She had not been permitted to 
talk much during her convalescence, and 
Olive had as yet gleaned only a general 
outline of her story.

“Mrs. Girard,” said the girl, resting 
her pale oheek In the palm of a thin, 
tiny hand, “you onoe said something to 
me about—about some one who had been 
wronged by—” Something sadder than 
tears choked her utterance.

As Olive turned her grave, clear eyes 
away from the window, and fixed them 
in expectation upon her, Madeline's own 
eyes felL She sat before her benefactress 
with downcast lids, and the hateful 
name unuttered.
“I know,” said Olive, after a brief 

silence; “I referred to a girl now lying 
In the hospital. She Is very young, and 
has been cruelly wronged by him. She 
is poor, as you may judge, and earned 
her living in the ballet at the theater. 
She was thrown from a carriage which 
had been furnished her by him, to carry 
her home from some rendezvous—of 
course the driver took care of himself and 
his horses. The poor girl was picked 
np and carried to thé hospital. She was 
without friends and almost penniless. 
She sent to him—for him ; he returned 
no answer. She begged for help, for 
enough to enable her to obtain what was 
needed in her Uiness. Message after 
message was sent, and finally a reply 
came, brought by a messenger who had 
been bidden to Insist upon receiving an 
answer. The servant said that his master 
had directed him to say to any messenger 
Who called, that he was out of town. ”

“The wretch 1 He deserves death !”
Madeline’s eyes blazed, and she lifted 

her head with some of her olden energy.
dear: ‘Thon sbalt do no

-

шwm іat the мте price м the usual single pine is pu. in 
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General repairs, ai well as new work promptly 
executed. JOB PRINTINGm

JOHN DUFF
AT LOW PRICES AND THE SHORTEST Л0Т1СЕto “««archer*.’’

Well, to add to the general Interest, 
Miss Arthur, aged fifty or so, Is here. 
She Is a juvenile old maid, who has a 
fortune in her own right, and so must be 
cultivated. She dresses like a sixteen- 
year old, and talks like a fool,principally 
abont a certain admirer, a “blond 
demi-god”—her words—named Percy.

Something must be done ; things must 
be talked over. Come down and make 
love to Mise Arthur. Her money Is not 
entailed.

Bring me some Perlques and a box of 
Alexis gloves—you know the number. 
Yours In disgust,

z W. T. HARRIS >-V

hM just received a lot of ALWAYS ON HAND: —

RAILWAY BILLS, CUSTOM HOUSE FORMS,
KISH INVOICES, BILLS OF EXCHANGE,

MAGISTRATES’ BLANKS, NOTES OF HAND, 
MORTGAGES & DEEDS, JOINT NOTES,

HILLS OF SALE DRAFTS,
SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS, 

TEACHERS’ AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES,
DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS.

Acould FANCY TABLE MOLA SES. 
TRY IT.

Ж

■HEAD QUARTERS.
Cora Mme. Arthur.
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iy running Equipment equal to 
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the Province

THE MEDICAL HALL andTOOTH“Softly, my 
murder.’ ”

“It le not murder to kill a human 
tiger!”

Olive made no answer.
“Is she still very 111, this glrlt” ques

tioned Madeline.
“She can not recover. ”
“Shall I see her?”
“If you wish to; do you?”
“Yes.”

TOOTH
PERFUMES A

BATH GLOVES
AND MITS.

SPONGES

are the finest iu t<wn, 
assortment uf Soaps,

Our perfuo 
and a* we have a very large 
we will offer them at special

We also call vour attention to our C-gars, Tobac
cos, Piues, Tobacco Pouches, Cigar and Cigarette 
Holders, etc.

he only Job-Printing office out
side of * t. John that was awarded 
both

! 1NEWCASTLE DRUG STORE,

E. LEE STHEET. - - P OPi.l TU
a beautiful line of

Another long pause; then Madeline TOILET SOAPSglanced np at her friend, and said list
lessly: “What do you intend to do with 
me?” from five cents to one dollar per cske

“Do with yqti?” smiling at her. 
“Make yon well again, and then try and 
coax you to be my other sister. Don’t 
yon think I need one?”

No answer.
“Life has much in store for you yet, 

Madeline.”
“Yes;” bitterly again.
“Yon are so
“And so old
“Madeline, you are too young for 

somber thoughts and repining. ”
“I shall not repine.”
“Good! You will try to forget?”
“Impossible.”
“No; not Impossible.”
“I do not wish to, then. ”
“And why?”
“Wait and sea”
“Madeline, yon will do nothing rash? 

You will trust me, and confide in me?”
The girl raised her eyes slowly, in sur

prise. “I have not so many friends that 
I can afford to lose one.”

“Thank you, dear ; then we will let 
the subject drop until we are stronger. 
And here is the carriage, and Doctor 
Vaughan.”

Out into the sunny summer morning 
went Madeline, and soon she was estab
lished in a lovely little, room which, 
Olive said, was hers so long as she could 
be persuaded to occupy it Here the girl 
rested and, ministered unto by gentle 
hands, she felt life coming back.

JUST AEEIYED FOR SALE. MEDAL AND DIPLOMA
Mackenzie’s Medical Hall,

CHATHAM, N. B.
Good Seed Potatoes 

60 Barrel» Goodridgea Seed Potatoes 
from one of beat b armera In • ti place 

apply at

‘ —-AT THE—
young.”

DOMINION AND CENTENNIAL EXHIBITIONMay 18, 1896.

W 8. LOGGIE Co Ltd.

. AT ST JOHN IN 1883FOR SALE. FURNACES FURNACES, 
WOOD OR COAL,Those two commodious dwelling houses pleasantly 

situated^ on the west aide of Canard Street In the

Areeneau an
Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed-°Chbatbam, now occupied by J. C. T.

-------- —d J, McOallnm,
For terme and particulars apply to \WHICH I CAN FURNISH AT
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Chatham, 27th July, 1894.
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HOMAN & PUDDINGTON
SHIP BROKERS AND COMMISSION

-ч
ilAT LOW PRICES’

PUMPS, PUMPS,
Sinks, Iron Pipe, Baths, Creamers the very beet 

also Japanned stamped and plain tinware in end- 
lew variety, all of the beat atook which 1 will

The undermentioned advantages are claimed for MacKenzie’s 
spectacles.

1st—That from the peculiar construction of the glasses they assist 
and Preserve the sight, rendering frequent changes unnecessary.

2nd—That they confer a brilliancy and distinctness of vision with 
an amount of Ease and Comfort not hitherto enjoyed by spectacle 
wearers. r

3rd—That the material from which the Lenses are ground is manu- 
factnred especially for optic purposes, by Dr. Charles Bardou’s 
.mpruved patent method, and is Pore, Hard and Brilliant and not 
liable to become scratched.

Spruce Lumber, Laths and Anthracite Goal,

129 BROAD STREET,

mi Mil low for cuhAnd Lucian?
Late in the afternoon of the day that 

saw Madeline depart from hie e egant 
rooms, Mr. Davlin arrived, and found no 
one to deny him admittance. All the 
doors stood ajar, and Henry vas flitting 
about with an air of putting things to 
rights. The bird had flown.

He gained from Henry the following: 
“I don’t know, sir, where she went. 
gentleman came with a carriage, and the 
young lady and the nurse went away 
with him.”

Lucian was not aware what manner of 
nurse Madeline had had in her illness. 
And Henry, having purposely misled 
him, enjoyed his discomfiture.

“She told ще to give you this, sir,” 
said he, handing his master a little pack- 
aae.

Cor. Sooth Stxbet,

Correspondence and Consignments Solilcited

NEW YORK.
A.C. McLean Chatham

ASK FOR

MONARCH
Steel Wire Nails,

> ÿp І -J." 4- . 4th—That the frames in which they are set, whether in Gold Silver 
or Steel, are of the finest quality and finish, and guaranteed perfect in 
every respect. 1

The long evenings are here artd you will want a pair of good Mass 
so come to the Medical Hall and be properly fitted or no charge. ”

J. D. В. F. MACKENZIE.

m
THEY NEVER LET GO,

AND TAKE NO OTHERS.Tearing off the wrapper, Lucian held 
in his hand the little pistol that hail in
flicted upon him the wounded 
From its mouth he drew a scrap *,f paper, 
and this is what it said :

When next wo meet, I shall have other 
weapons !

Chatham N. B„ Sept. 24, 1895.
And he. ;Orders filled at Factory Price, and a Freight Allowance made on 

lota of 10 kegs and upwards at one shipment The Chatham 
Incorporation Act.KERR & ROBERTSON,

SAINT JOHN, N. B.
f.

CHAPTER X.—BONNIE, BEWITCH
ING- CLAIRE.

••v
p- ' Four months. We find Madeline stand

ing in the late autumn sunset, “clothed 
and in her right mind,” strong with the 
strength of youth, and beautiful with 
even more than her olden beauty.

Fair is the prospect as seen from the 
grounds of Mrs. Girard’s snrburban villa, 
and so, perhaps, Clare Keith is thinking.

She is looking down the level road and 
at the trees on either hand in all their 
October magnificence of scarlet and 
brown and gold, half concealing coquet
tish villas and more utately residences.

The eyes of Madeline were turned away 
from the vista of villas and trees, and 
were gazing toward the business 
thoroughfare leading Into the bustle of 
the town; gazing after the receding 
figure of Doctor Clarence Vaughan as lie 
cantered away from the villa; gazing 
until a turn of the road hid him from 
her view. Then—and w hat did she moan 
by it?—she turned her face toward Claire 
with a questioning look In her eyes—the 
question came almost to her lips. But 
the words were repressed.

Bonnie Claire was thinking of any
thing but Clarence Vaughan just then. 
Presently she turned a bright glance 
upon her companion, who was gathering 
clusters of the fallen maple leaves, with 
face half averted.

“A kiss for your thoughts, beautiful, 
blond Madeline. I certainly think it is 
ten minutes since Doctor Vaughan 
parted and silence fell upon us.”

She bent down, and taking her com
panion’s head between two dimpled 
hands, pulled it back, until she could 
look into the solemn brown eyes.

“Come now,” coaxing!y, “what were 
you thinking?”

Madeline extricated herself from 
Claire’s playful grasp, and replied with 
a half laugh : “It must be mutual con-

N. В,—In Stock And To Arrive 100 Dozen K. & R. Axes. AКЖ*For Sale at
■fADVANCE OFFICE ^TEstablished 1866. He

I pu::4DUNLAP uOOKE & CO.
TAILORS,

Dunlap Bros. & Co.,
AMHERST, N. S.

Dunlap, McKim & Downs,
WALLACE, N. S.

DUNLAP. COOKE &C0-,
AMHERST, N. S.

25 CENTS.щ
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Is Now Beginning ! ne with one of our 8 day 
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We h-*ve. a full line of the-k
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This firm carries one of the finest selection* of Clothe including: 
fine trade. Their cutters and etaff of workmen employed are the be*t < 
his establishment hee a superior tone end finish. All inspection of the 
he prices are right.

іе different makes suitable foi 
Inable, end the clothing from 
noise will convince, you that d ene lor yourselves.

OUR WAfOH-REPAIRING^
DRARTMENT

COME EARLY AND AVOID THE RU SH

FANCY AND STAPLE GROCERY COMPLETE. Now ie thf time to order your printed 
form* for Sp'ing and Summer bueineee. 
Send your orders to

ia first claee in all respect*. Ail

WATCHES, CLOuKS. AND JEWELRY.•)-(-

THE ADVANCE OFFICEtie- repaired at short notice, andTurkeys, Geese, Ducks, and Chickens.
Raisins, Currants, Candied Peels.
Essences, Spices, Apples, Grapes.
Figs, Nuts, Confectionery, Cigars Etc. Etc.
Best Family Flour, Meals, Hay, Oats, feed of all kinds.
Pork, Beef, Herring, Codfish, Molasses, Sugars. Oils, Tobacco, Etc Etc 

CHEAPEST STORE IN TOWN,
Don’t forget the PIAÎN0—each dollar purchase, one ticket. 

Ready-Made Clothing, Dry Goods, Caps, Robes, Horse-Rugs.
Boots and Shoes, Overshoes, Rubbers, Moccasins, Etc, Etc., 

greatest bargains ever were known.
FORGET the piano; each dollar’s worth you buy y

MERRY X’MAS AND HAPPY NEW YEAR TO ALL.

Guaranteed to Give the best Satisfaction^
- W. R. GOULD.

-------FOB VOCR-------

LETTER HEADS, 
NOTE HEADS, 

BILL BEADS,
Chath.m Oct. . 8.

m WOVEN WIRE FENCINGBESTCARDS,
RAILWAY RECEIPTS, 

SHIPPING RECEIPTS, 
ENVELOPES,

TAGS, ETC.

sim WIRE ROPE BELVAOE.WIKI

Éifefe* of tell- At the 
DONT 

one ticket tou receive A full Stock of puper, envelope», 
printers stationery on baud.

tags and 
Come or

Шх, THc LEADING JOB-PRINTING OFFICE.
D G. SMITH j Chatham I

E---------ttnfsctmedsadMMI»
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“Can’t 1? We will see. My dear, I fear Claire found Eereelf in her chamber gas-
yon have left a. little corner of your tog at her lover’s pictured face, and
heart behind you in far-away Balti- thinking how good, how noble, it was,
more. You didn’t come to pay -your an- and what a little goose she had been to
nual visit to your sister quite heart free. allow anything Madeline had said to

Anyone wishing to gain an insight Into apply to him. A sudden thought occur-
the character of Claire Keith might red to her, and going to Madeline’s door,
have taken a long step in that she tapped gently. The door opened, and
direction could he have witnessed Claire, raising a warning finger, said:
her reception of this unexpected shot “Madeline, I forgot to tell yon that 
She opened her dark eyes in comic amaze- Olive knows nothing of Edward Percy,
ment, and dropping into a garden chair, and—I don’t want to tell her just yet
exclaimed, with a look of frank inquiry: You will not mention it?”

“Now, however could you guess that?” "Na"
“Because,” said Madeline, in a con- “Then good-night, 

strained voice, and with all the laughter dreams.”
fading from her eyes; “Because, I know “Thank yon,” In a grave voice; “good- 
the symptoms.” night”

“I see,” dropping her voice suddenly. Claire returned to her room and pen- 
“Ob, Madeline, hew I wish you could for- ned a long letter to Edward Percy, full
get that” of sweet confidence, gayoty and trustful

ness. She re-porusod hie last letter, said 
her prayers, or rather read them, for 
Claire was a staunch little church- 

should woman, and then slept and dreamed 
bright dreams.

and pleasant

“Why should I forget my love dream,” 
scornfully, “any more than yon yours?”

“Oh, Madeline; bnt you said you had 
ceased to care for him; that you 
never mourn his loss. '1

“Mourn his loss!” turning upon Claire, 
fiercely. “Do you think it is for him I 
mourn my dead ; my lost happiness, my 
4hnttered dreams, my life made a bitter, 
mrdensome thing. Mourn him? I have 
tor Lucian Davlin but one feeling—hate !”

Madeline, as she uttered these last 
words, had turned upon Claire a face 
whose fierce intensity of expression was 
startling. For a moment the two gazed 
into each other’s eyes—the one witii curl
ing lip and soraoer, menacing glance, the 
other with a startled face as if she read 
something new and to bejfeared,in tho oyt 
of her friend.

Claire had been an inmate of her 
sister’s house for four weeks. When first 
she arrived she had heard Madeline's 
story, at Madeline’s request, from the 
lips of her sister Olive, and now the 
girls were fast friends. Generous Claire 
had found much to wonder at, to pity, 
and to love, in tiie story and the charac
ter of t-lie unfortunate girl. Possessing

CHAPTER XL—A GLEAM OF LIGHT.
A few moments after Claire’s floor had 

closed for the last time, Madeline came 
cautiously from her room, her slippered 
feet making no sound on the softly 
carpeted floor. Passing Claire’s door, 
she paused before another, opened it 
gently, and stood in Olive Girard’s bed
chamber.

Evidently she was expected, for a light 
burning softly and Olivewas

it with a book in her hand, to an atti
tude of waiting

Madeline seated herself at the little 
table as if quite accustomed to such in
terviews, aqdjaid in a low tone:

“I am so glad you came to-night ; are 
you too tired jfor a long talk?”

“No ; tell me all that has happened since 
I have been absent.”

“Olive, I must go away; back to Bel- 
lair, ” said Madeline, abruptly.

\ frank, sunshiny nature, and never “Madeline, you are mad 1 To Bellair? 
having know an actual grief, she could ^^7* h0 is there often now.” 
lavish sweet sympathy to ouo afillctotL “He will not find mo out, never fear. I

must go to Bellair, within the week.”
Olive leaned forward and scanned the 

girl’s face closely and long. At last she 
said: “Madeline, what is it you medi
tate? tell me.”

sat near

But she could not conceive wiiat it 
would be like to live on when faith had 
perished and hope was a mockery. She 
had never known, therefore never miss- 
ad, a father’s love and care; Indesd, he
who filled the place of father and guard- “Going back to Bellair; keeping an 
ian, her mother’s second husband, was eye upon the proceedings of Mr. Arthur;
ill that a real parent could be. Claire finding out what game that man and
eklom remembered that Mr. .James woman are playing there ; and bafflln„

Keith was not har father* and very few, and punishing them all.”
except the family of Keith, knew that she had been kept informed, through 
“Miss Claire Keith, dauglner of tho rich Henry, into whose hands had fallen a
James Keith, of Baltimore,” was in letter In Cora’s handwriting, bearing 
truth only a step-daughter. the Bellair postmark, and addressed to

Mrs. Keith, whose first husband was Lucian Davlin, who, so Henry said,
Richard Keith, cashier in his wealthy “went down, on and off,” and always
cousin's banking house, had buried that appeared satisfied with the result of hie
husband when Olive was live years old. 
and baby Claire scarce able to lisp his 
name. In a little less than two years tlon, but found it Impossible to dissuade 
she had marrl^S^ .Tames Keith, the 
banker-cousin, and^ shortly

journey.
Olive agrued long against this résolu-

Madeline.
“It is useless,” the girl said, firmly. 

“I should have died but for the expecta
tion of a time when I could be avenged, 
and this time and I must bring about All 

So Claire’s baby brothers had never through my convalescence I have ponder- 
been .told that she was not their “very ed bow I could best avenge my mother’s 
own” sister, for of Olive they knew lit- wrongs, and my own. Now Providence 
tie, her marriage having separated them has thrown together the two men who 
at first, and subsequently her obdurate are my enemies ; why, ' I do not yet 
acceptance of the consequences of that know, but perhaps it is that I may make

the one a weapon against the other. 
And now I want to ask you some ques
tions. ’ ’

“Ask, then.”
“I shall touch upon a painful subject, 

and I will tell you why. After you went 
away, the story of your sorrow remained 
with me. So I thought the ground all 
over, and formed some conclusions. Do 
you wish to hear them?”

Olivo nodded, wearily.
“You have told me,” said Madeline, 

or she must accept the consequences of assuming a calm, business-like tone, 
remaining the wife of a criminal. “that Lucian Davln testified against

Olive chose the latter, and thence- your husband at his trial. Now the 
forth remained in her own lonely home. wounded man, Percy, stated that he 
never зтеп once visiting the place of her recognized the man who struck him?” 
childhood. “Yes.”

“He called my husband a criminal,” “Well, what was Davlin’s testimony?”
she said, “and I will never cross his “That he saw my husband stealing In
threshold until be has had cause to the direction of the place where the 
withdraw those words.” wounded man was found, but a few mo-

Claire however, announced her inton- mente before he was struck, wearing the 
tlon of visiting her sister whenever she same hat and hunting jacket that the to- 
obose. and she succeeded, In part, in jured man testified was worn by his 
carrying oqt her will, for every year she would-be assassin.” 
passed two months or more with Olive. “Oh!” Madeline knitted her brows 

What a picture tho two girls now in thought a moment ; then—“Wag the 
made, standing face to face. Madeline, coat and hat Mr. Girard’s?” 
with her lithe grace of form, her pure, “Yes; he had thrown them off in the 
pale complexion lit up by those fathom afternoon, while the heat was intense, 
less brown eyes, amU rend *ring more and had fallen asleep. When he awoke 
noticeable and beautiful the tiny, rosy he heard them calling him to supper. It 
mouth, with its satellite dimples ; with was late In the evening when he re- 
such wee, white, blue-vo і ned hands, and membered his ooat and h*t, and went 
such a clear, ringing, yet marvellously back to look for them. He went just at 
sweet, voice. Madeline was very beau- the time when the man must have been 
tlful, and Claire, as she looked at her, struck, and his absence told against him 
wondered how any man could boar to In the evidence.” 
lose such loveliness, or hnve the hem t“Did he find his garments?” 
betray It ; as if ever pure woman coni-; “No; they were found by others, not 
fathom the depth of a bad man’s wicked- where he had left them, but nearer the

Bonnie, bewitching Claire! Novo:

after the 
marriage, James Keith had transferred 
his business interests to Baltimore, and 
there remained.

marriage.
When the law pronounced her husband 

a criminal, Mr. Keith had commanded 
Olive to abandon both husband and 
home, and return to his protection. 
This, true-hearted Olive refused to do. 
Her Htep-father, enraged at her obstinacy 
In clinging to a man who had been for
saken by all the world beside, bade her 
choose between them. Either she must 
let the law finish its work of breaking 
Philip Girard's heart by setting her free,

scene of the crime. ’ ’
“Ah 1 And who was the first to dis- 

was contrast more perfect. A scarf, ltk' oovqr the injured man?” 
scarlet flame, flung about her shoulder^ “Why, I believe it was Mr. Davlin.” 
set off the richness of her clear, brunette Olive looked more and more surprised at 
skin, through which the crimson blood each question. “Why do you ask these 
flamed in cheek and lip. Eyes, now things, Madeline?”
black, now gray, changing, flashing. The girl made a gesture of impatience,
witching eyes; gray In quiet moments. “Wait,” she said, “I will explain In
darkening with mirth or sadness, aoz.- good time.” Again she considered,
or pain; hair black and silky, rippling “Was there any ill-feeling between your 
to tho rounded, supple waist in glossy husband and Davlin?” 
waves. Not so tall as Madeline* anil “There was no open misundwetandlng, 
rounded and dimpled as a IIсік». but I know there was mutual dislike.

Bringing her will into service, Made- Philip saw that Davlin wka making sys- 
line banished the gloom from her face tematlo efforts to win money from the 
and said, with an attempt at gayety : party, and had, therefore, persuaded one

“I must be a terrible wet. blanke* op two of his friends to give gaming lit- 
when my ghost rises, Claire. But, come, tie countenance. No doubt be kept
you have excited ray curiosity; let us si- money out of the man’s pocket ”
down while you toll me того of thl- “And what was the standing of that
mighty man who has pitched Ills ten1 man and the victim, this Percy?”
In the wilderness of your heart, to the “They were much together, and Philip 
exclusion of others who might aspire. ” tells me that he had sometimes fancied 

They seated themselves upon a rustic that Davlin held some power over Percy, 
bench, and Claire replied : Davlin had won largely from him, and

“Don’t anticipate too much, inquis- the man seemed much annoyed, but paid
over the money without demur. ”

“And now, how did your husband
; I have no acknowledged lover, 
—” blushing charmingly, “I have

itor 
but
every reason to think that I am loved 
fondly and sincerely. Ho Is very hand
some Madeline, and—but wait, I will 
show you ills picture,”

Sladellne nodded, and Claire bounded 
away, to return quickly bearing in her 
hand a finely wrought cabinet photo
graph, encased In velevt and gilt, a 1,- 
sou vonir. Placing it in her compan
ion’s hand, she sat* down with a littb* 
triumphant sigh, and gnzod over Made
line’s shoulder with a proud, glad look 
in her eyes.

“Blond?” suggested Madeline.
“Yes,” eagerly ; “such lovely hair and

stand toward the injured man?”
“That is the worst part of the story. 

They had had high words only that very 
day. Philip had been acquainted with 
Percy at school, and he knew so much 
that was not in his favor, that he was 
unable to conceal his real opinion of 
the man at all times. One day high 
words arose, and Philip uttered a threat, 
whioh was misconstrued, after the at
tack upon Percy. They said he threaten
ed his life. But Percy knew that only 
his honor was meant. Davlin knew this, 
too; must have known it, for he was

whiskers-periect gold color; uud lair as ™t^h“°h "he p™tV ^

Should judge,- and she continu- ehoL^ уГ, CbT/sentny

6 BionTL was, certainly ; hair thrown
carelessly hack from a brow broad and tho lleh. and p.R ,lh ,v„d î5,nLf*bî!
white; eyes, light, but with an exprès- pjans ” ’ P h8d balked hla
slon that puzzled the gazer, "Tnte; and yet-"
, Kyes-what color?’ she said, without “And yet?” inquiringly 
taking her own off the picture. „ ,, _ . • '

“Blue; pale blue, but capable ol such mo«“d “*e ”?.n, *?■ * oan “ but one
varvtmr exnresslon ’* motlte that could Induce oven him to

"Just so ” dryly; “theylook mild and 0”Гт2п who “"Tm the Uto’
saintly here, but I think those eye, are °“s" к0 нм и ,. ,н*го,1т- ...
capable of another expression. I could _ " 881(1 Olive, with a
fancy the brain behind such eyes to be—” ««а лм“What?” eagerly Iruo, and be did it for a motive.”

“Cruel, crafty, treacherous.” n‘otive“’’ ,
“Oh, Madeline!” Wns the strongest instinct of the
“There, there; I didn’t say that he,”— vvi?„,

tapping the picture—“possessed these ‘ ea^rly‘,,
qualities. His eyes are unusual ones; пи.ГТ?, ’
did you ever see Ills mouth?" „ d ” starlod up with a half ery.

"What a question-through all those тстГ?” ” * ”атЄ’ W‘mt
whiskers? no; but he has beautiful ‘ “Tlmt Lucian Davlin threw suspicion

"So have tigers. There, dear, take the ,thc l'uiUy’"
picture; I am no flf judge, perhaps. n T*
Remember I once knew a man with the “Hi-nsn'f 8n ^ .’м ai",
face of an angel, and the heart of a fiend. fo. ц е" snLrinti. hl k hlm t0° eooé 
Your friend is certainly handsome; let ,Л-П ь ? v ,
ns hone he Is eouallv mod “ , “o ! oh, no I But this I had“нГів; I know It" asserted Claire. ‘Lu_lnta’\!ГУ "T”
hadhmethhî°ld bter,hC°hPanl°? h?T Slie tlme sl№ s,;lr,üd up°°P“I must тпШІ л 

і Ь ™ * *to bouse of a friend; detective immediately," sho raid, 
how hs was very learned and scientific; “You must do no such thing.- cried 
very grave and dignflled and very duvot- Madeline, springing to her feet; “win
ed to herself. And how, beyond these did not tho detectives find this out b
fow facts, she knew little, if anything, fore? Because they have not my reason
of her blond hero, Edward Perqy. f°r hunting that man down. I f0uu

Madeline reeived this information iu a this clue, if it bo one. I claim it; it i-
grave silence, whose chill affected Claire my right, and 1 will have it. Ir he is t.
as well, and atter a few moments, as if 
kj "*utual consent, they arose and enter
ed the house. They faced each other in silence.

Olive Girard had been absent a week ; Slowly Olivo recalled to her countcn 
gone on a journey, sacred to her as any anco arid voice its utfual sweet calm, an 
Meccan pilgrimage, a visit to the place then seated herself and talked long a, 
of her husband’s imprisonment. Every earnestly with Madeline, 
year she made this journey, return in*; The lit:lo bronze clock on the mante 
home In some measure comforted; for was on the stroko of two when tho con 
she had seen her beloved. ference ended, and Madeline retirai

She came back on this evening, as tin her own room, but not to sleep. She s
two girls were mingling their voies ir and thought until the dawn shone In a
g&y ibravura duets—by mutual cneeri- 1 her window, 
they avoided all songs of a pnll11**i< 
order, for reasons which neither 
have eared to acknowledge.

The evening having passed а-лпу.

never

be undone, it shall bo by my hands, j 
swear H l”

One link was missing from the chain 
no motive had born discovered for a 
attack on Percy by Davlin.

“But I will find It,” she muttered.
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